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He had noticed the blonde had seemed down the past couple of days. Why had Dave even noticed that? He 
didn't care. No, he ran this band like a drill sergeant. They were here to do a job, that's all. But he had gotten 
used to Glen's infectious smile and bubbly, happy nature. Even if it did irritate him. So when Glen moped around 


and was quiet and sullen for three and a half days, Dave noticed. 


It was beginning to affect Glen's stage presence and playing. He hit a couple dud notes, broke a string, stood 
stiffly in front of the stacks. 


Dave approached Glen as the blonde was handing his guitar back to Willie. "Hey, what's going on with you, man? 
You're off in another world and you're starting to get sloppy. What the fuck, Glen?" 


‘Sorry, boss. I'll do better." And he walked away, head hung in sadness and shame. 
Dave and Willie looked at each other. Willie shrugged and walked away. 


After a show, the other guitarist took his shower, gathered his things, and headed for the bus. Dave watched 


in silence. Curious, yes, but also with an increasingly heavy heart. What was bothering him? 


Dave lay in his top bunk on the bus, mulling over this situation Glen should have come to him and told him 
what was going on Instead, he's letting it affect his performance. Dave couldn't stand by and let it get any 
worse. He had a responsibility to his fans to give them the best show he could At least, that's what Dave told 
himself. He closed his eyes and tried to fall asleep, listening to the diesel hum of the engine. As his eyelids 
grew heavy, he heard a soft whine from the bunk below. Dave held his breath and listened closer. Another 
whine, some sniffling. Was Glen crying? Dave sighed and squeezed his eyes closed. He rolled onto his side and 
pulled the pillow over his head. He couldn't hear Glen's distress anymore, but he could hear his own conscience. 
Finally, he flopped back onto his back and slammed a hand into his mattress. Quietly, Dave pulled his partition 
aside and slid from his bunk. 


Pulling back Glen's partition, Dave gently whispered, "Glen?" 


Glen was curled into a ball, facing the wall. "Sorry | woke you." The little blonde mumbled. "Go back to sleep, 


please." 


Dave pressed his lips together. Glen tugged at his heartstrings. Or, at least, Dave thought they were his 
heartstrings. It has been so long since he allowed that to happen. He crouched down and reached a shaking hand 


out toward the blonde's shoulder. When Glen shifted, Dave pulled his hand back. 

‘lm sorry. Dave, can you please leave me alone? I'm fine. I'll be quiet" 

In the dim light, Dave studied the smaller man's form. Glen's blonde hair lay in a mess on his pillow. His back 
was curved and his hip jutted out and his knees were drawn up, against the wall. "Glen," He began. "You can tell 
me what's going on. Maybe, um, you know," Dave rolled his eyes as he tripped over the words. "I could maybe 
help, you know?" 

"You can't." 

The redhead moved to sit on the edge of Glen's bunk. "I could try." 

Glen flinched and squirmed closer to the wall. Now, Dave gently touched the other's shoulder. 

Please, boss. Please leave me alone." The distress in Glen's voice was absolutely killing Dave. 

He sat there for the longest time. Dave didn't move his hand, didn't speak again. He merely sat on the edge of 
the bunk with his hand on Glen's shoulder. After some time, Dave could feel the tension leave Glen's body. He 
realized that his thumb had been stroking the other man through the thin fabric of his t-shirt. Without 
words, he had managed to sooth the little blonde. Something happened to Dave, then. A warmth slowly filled his 
heart, a desire to show the little one more tenderness. Very slowly, Dave moved to climb into the bunk and lay 


beside Glen 


The blonde man stiffened. "Boss?!" 


"Relax. My back was starting to hurt, sitting like that. Glen, you can tell me what's bothering you. Its just us.’ 
His hand returned to the other's shoulder, this time stroking up and down Glen's upper arm. 


To his surprise, Glen slowly rolled over. He avoided Dave's gaze, head still bent low. But his fingers tentatively 
reached out for Dave's arm. "Don't have to talk about it. Thanks for trying, though." 


They lay in silence for a long time, the gentle rocking of the bus seeming to lull them both. Dave closed his 
eyes and raised both hands to tuck under his head. When he did that, Glen moved a little closer, laying his head 
in the little nook created by Dave's armpit. The blonde hair against Dave's cheek smelled of citrus and vanilla 
and, again, a certain warmth flooded Dave's body. His arm came down, gently wrapping around Glen's shoulders. 
After a moment, Glen exhaled softly and snuggled deeper into Dave. Whatever was bothering the little one 
suddenly seemed much less important than merely making Glen feel good. Dave found himself nuzzling his face 


into Glen's soft hair and giving the top of his head little kisses. 
A tiny, soft voice breathed his name, "Dave?" 
"What?" 


After a moment, Glen lifted his head and looked at Dave for the first time. "Thank you." Then, very bravely, 


Glen leaned forward and touched his lips to Dave's. 


As Glen tried to lay back down and return into the nook of Dave's body, the redhead pushed his head up and 
met Glen in a longer kiss. The blonde pulled back, his blue eyes wide with surprise. Dave's hand came up to cup 


the blonde's cheek and guide Glen back to him. 
"Dave?" 


"Oh, Glen" Where this had come from, Dave had no idea. But his heart beat faster, this beautiful warmth 
flooding through his veins. The little blonde boy with chubby cheeks and twinkling, laughing blue eyes made 
Dave feel again for the first time in years. Now that he recognized it, Dave welcomed these feelings and 


wasn't ready to let the little one out of his grasp. 


Glen allowed himself to be kissed, his own heart thudding against his ribs. He stroked a hand up Dave's flank, 
finding his chest. His other hand was tucked against Dave's shoulder. As their mouths explored one another, 
each of them becoming bolder until tongues were wrestling for dominance, Glen climbed onto Dave, laying 
against his chest and wrapping an arm under Dave's neck. With his free hand, he very softly stroked his 
fingertips through Dave's hair along his temple. He pulled back and Dave could see the light returning to Glen's 
eyes. His own hands sat at Glen's hips, fingers tickling along the gap between his shirt and his shorts. 


"I didn't know that you - " Dave began. 


Glen silenced him with another soft kiss. He let his knee slide between Dave's legs so that he was pressed into 


one of the redhead's thighs. Dave inhaled sharply, making Glen start to pull back out of fear that he'd become 
too bold. But a hand was pushed into the small of his back, telling him to stay where he was. A tiny little 
whimper escaped the little one's lips as he ducked his head against Dave's shoulder. Glen's mouth found the 
warm, pulsing vein in Dave's neck and gave it a tiny kiss. Soon, his lips were replaced by his tongue, lapping and 
tickling. Dave tilted his head, giving Glen more to feast upon. Tongue gave way to teeth and Glen was now 
nipping at the redhead. Glen let his hand slid down Dave's side, finding the hem of his shirt and crawling 
underneath. 


Is this what was making Glen sad? Had he struggled with feelings for Dave? Or was it something else entirely? 
Dave wasn't going to stop the little blonde to ask now. He was enjoying Glen's sweet, delicious attack. Dave was 
enjoying it so much that he started to feel that warmth gathering in his groin. Dave hissed when Glen's knee 

pushed against his balls. Okay, so Glen knew he was getting hard, too. Dave returned the action, lifting his thigh 
slightly, pushing it against Glen's crotch. When the blonde man purred into his ear, Dave knew Glen was feeling 
it, too. While they continued to kiss and make out, Glen pushed his shorts down off of his hips, squirming out 

of them entirely. Dave focused on Glen's mouth, aware that the blonde was getting naked but unsure of what 


to do about it. Then Glen pulled away completely and lifted his shirt over his head. 
As he started lifting the hem of Dave's shirt, Glen whispered, "Boss, please?" 


Dave let himself be undressed and then settled back against the pillow. Little Glen moved between Dave's legs 
and, with a tiny grin on his lips, he lowered his head to kiss and lick Dave's inner thighs, nibbling one and making 
Dave yelp, before moving to the other. Glen purred and gave an appreciative moan as he took Dave's semi- 
hard dick in his mouth. The redhead closed his eyes and gave a soft grunt. The blonde let his saliva coat 
Dave's cock and then ran his lips up and down it, his tongue picking out each ridge and vein, slowly memorizing 
the taste and feel. When Dave's cock was fully erect, Glen pulled back a little, wrapping a fist around the shaft. 
He gave the swollen, purple head a little kiss before darting the tip of his tongue into the slit and licking up the 
pre-come. Dave shuddered as he moved one hand to the sheets of the bunk and knotted his fist into them. 


Glen crawled back over Dave and gave him a little kiss. "Was that good?" He asked. 
"Really good, but why did you stop?" 


Those blue eyes twinkled with mischief now. "Want to try something else." His knees fell to either side of 
Dave's hips and then he sat up as best he could without hitting his head on the bunk over top of them. He 
placed a flat palm against it as he slid his own cock against Dave's, wrapping his other hand around them both. 


In the dim light, Dave watched the blonde move slowly back and forth. He moved his hand to cover Glen's. 
Together, they stroked their cocks against each other. It was different for Dave. This wasn't normally his 
style, preferring to just go for it. But he could get used to the sweet kisses and slow, gentle build He reached 
his other hand up and around Glen's neck, pulling him back down into a kiss. Dave then turned them so that 
they lay on their sides, facing one another. With legs tangled and feet pushed into the bunk for leverage, Dave 
drove himself against Glen. The little blonde wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and thrust his hips forward. 


It took a bit, but they soon found a rhythm and soft moans filled the bunk as they slid against each other. 


Dave spit into his hand and reached between their bodies to rub the spit into their dicks. 


Eventually, Glen found himself on his back with Dave on top of him, thrusting and rocking his hips. The redhead 
pushed Glen's hands over his head and kept them pinned there with one of his hands. The other rested against 
Glen's jaw while Dave pressed his face into the blonde's neck. He purred and grunted while he kissed and nipped 
at Glen's hot, damp skin. 


It was getting hot in the bunk, Dave's skin took on a sweaty gleam to it as well. He was pumping his body 
against Glen's a little faster and harder now because he could feel his orgasm twisting and coiling. "Almost 


there." He hissed. 


Glen wrapped his legs around Dave's hips and moved with him. His mouth fell open and he gasped with each of 
Dave's thrusts. After another moment, he suddenly clamped his mouth closed and whined loudly as he bucked 
beneath the redhead. Dave could feel Glen's cock throbbing and a second later, warm come splattered between 
their bodies. Dave continued to rub himself against Glen until his orgasm crested as well. He lowered his head 


and took a hard bite of Glen's neck, teeth clamping down on it to prevent him from howling. 

They were both sticky and sweaty and panting as Dave rolled off of Glen Several moments of silence passed 
before Dave turned his body toward Glen again. Gently he pushed the sweaty blonde hair from the little one's 
cheek. "Why have you been so upset these past few days?" He whispered. 


Glen turned and gave a sad smile. "| got a phone call from home. Remember | showed you pictures of my cat, 
Mr. Jingles?" 


Dave didn't remember. Dave hated cats. Dave ignored him when Glen wanted to show off his stupid cat. "Yeah." 
"He passed. He died and | wasn't there." The little one's eyes started to fill with tears again 

Dave would have scrambled out of that bunk so fast, Glen wouldn't know what happened. But he couldn't do 
that this time. Instead, he pulled the little one to his chest and stroked his damp hair. "Shh." Dave tenderly 


cooed. "Im so sorry, Glen" 


After a few moments, Glen pulled back a little. He smiled. "Thank you." He gave Dave a kiss on the lips. "This 


was exactly what | needed" 


Dave thought for a moment while Glen nestled himself back beneath Dave's chin "Yeah," He sighed. "Me, too." 


